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The mother was pushed aside. Frightened, she leaned
against one of the crosses and shut her eyes, expecting
a blow. She was deafened by the confusion of sounds;
the earth gave way beneath her feet, and she could hardly
catch her breath for the wind and her fear. Police whist-
les sounded the alarm, rough voices shouted commands,
women's voices cried hysterically, fence rails splintered,
heavy boots stamped over the dry earth. This lasted for
such a long time that she could no longer endure the ter-
ror of standing there with closed eyes.
She glanced up and ran forward with a cry, arms out-
stretched. Not far away, on a narrow path between graves,
policemen had surrounded the young man and were
beating back the people who rushed to his defence. Bared
swords flashed cold and white, now glinting above- the
heads, now falling in their midst. Canes and broken fence
rails were flourished as weapons. The shouting people
milled about in a wild dance dominated by the pale face
of the young man. Through this storm of passions came
his strong voice.
"Comrades! Don't waste your strength!'1
His words were heeded. The people threw down their
sticks and began to run away, but the mother pressed
ahead, impelled by some irresistible force. She saw Ni-
kolai with his hat on the back of his head pushing away
the infuriated people.
"Are you crazy?" he remonstrated. "Calm yourselves!"
She thought she saw blood on one of his hands.
"Nikolai Ivanovich! Get away from here!" she cried,
rushing over to him,
"Where are you going? Thev'll strike you!"
She felt a hand on her shoulder and saw Sophia, stand-
ing next to her, hatless, her hair dishevelled, holding a
young boy by the hand. The boy, scarcely more than a
child, was wiping blood from his face,
"Let me go	It's nothing..,"   he   muttered    with
trembling lips.
"Take care of him—take him to our house. Here's a

